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The Second and Laſt ACT of FITZGIGGO, 
ALL% WELL tht ENDS WELL, 


A Nzw ENGLISH UPROAR, 


As it was performed on Thurſday the 3d of March 1763, at the Theatre Royal in Covent- COIs 
By Meſſieurs Beard, Smith, Woodward, Pit, Boxes, Galleries, &c. &c. 


A CK H. 
Scene behind the Scene; a great Noiſe is heard. 
Enter Mr. BEARo. 


| RECITATI VO. 
HY what the Devil is the Matter? 
What means again this Noiſe and Clatter. 


Enter 'Two Players. 


Oh Sir! Fitagigge and his Train, 
Have drove us off the Stage again, 
With * Throats they call or you. 


| ; T Mr. BRARD. 
Le Gods adviſe me what to do. 


AIR. (Aid a thouſand racking Woes ) 


. A thouſand Daggers in my Breaſt, 
Could not have given me ſo much Pain, 
| My Blood runs cold thro' ev'ry Vein, 

, And all my Courage dies, 


My Friends inſtruct me for the beſt 
How to avert theſe Woes ; 
To calm theſe furious Foes, 
Who thus vindictive riſe. 


Enter a Candle- gnuffer. 


REciTaTivo. | 
Oh Sir! the like before was never heard ; 
1 Hark ! how the Audience roar for Mr. Beard, 


1 If you peep thro the Curtain you'll be ſcar'd; 


Kh. AIR. Behold on Lethe's, c. 
There, with up liſted Hands, 
Behold where Firzgig ſtands, | 
In his Face what Rage expreſt; 
See be rolls his hagger'd Eyes, 
And, hark l for Beard alone he cries, 
- Tis you muſt calm his Breaſt, 


| CHORUS of Players. 
O Sir . obey the Call, 

5 O ſave your ſelf! O fave us all! 

- Y RECITATIvo. 


Mr. BEAR b. 
Well, I will go: — and, O curſt Thought! 


Lower the Price, and own my Fault, 
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SCENE the Stage. Enter My, Brand- 


Well, Gentlemen, 'I'm come to aſk of you 
What tis that you would pleaſe to have me do. 


From the Pit. 
Lower your Price, and that ſhall calm our Rage, 
And we'll no more bring Uproars on the tage, 


Mr. Bzazrv, 
T ſhall be henceforth, Sirs, juſt as you think Ge. 


Pit. 
Another Word, and you we'll freely quit. 
Here promiſe firſt, and then play on in Peace, 
'That Proſecutions againſt us all ſhould ceaſe. 


AIR. By M.. Bear. 
( How hard is my Fate.) 


How hard is my Fate, 
How deſperate my State, 
Againſt my own Conſcience to ſpeak, 
Or ſuffer Diſtreſs ; 
Vet nevertheleſs 
I muſt, or my Ruin they'll ſeek. 


2 Caps. 


RECITATIvo. 
My own Conſent I freely give to you, 
But cannot anſwer for my Partners too. 


RECITATIvo from the Pit. 


This poor Evaſion, Sir, will not go down, 
You molt be more explicit with the Town. 


AIR. By that below'd Embrace. N 
If you will not comply | IN 
With this our laſt Requeſt, 8 2 
Our Vengeance we'll let fly, | 
So think on which is beſt. 
Let Proſecution ceaſe, 
And then play on in Peace; 
| But if you This deny, 
This Calmneſs we'll give o'er, 
Again let Fury fly, | 
And ſpoil your Houſe once more. 


Keirin 


Mr. BeanD. 
My Voice in this I've given you before, 


And that is all Sirs, I can 1 N no more. 
Exit Mr. Beard, 
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The Words adapted to the Favourite Airs in the Opera of AR TAX ERXES. 


Enter WoodwaRD, and Co. 
Rzeirarivo by the whole Houſe... 
Off, off, no more attempt to play, 


Till Brau has anſwer' ty yea or nay; 
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Frinted ſor Bo WILLIIAMs, Bookſeller and. ROY next the Miire Tavern, Fleei/treet : Where may be had, 
Books, gb Tag ae Magazines, &c. ec. | 


We'll not be hambugg'd thus by him, or you, 
So bid him come, and tell us what he'll do. 


Exit Players. 
Enter BEARD. 


Well, Gentlemen, behold I'm WY again, 
| Pit. 
I hope your Coming will not be in vain, * 


Beard, 
What muſt I do? 


Pit. 
Lower 


r;Price again, 
Be N ike your 2 of Drary Lane. 


All Spite and Proſecution throw away, 
Swear this, and you may ſtrait begin 10 play. 
Mr. Bzarp. 
Since nothing elſe will do, it ſhall be ſo; 
Is there aught more you'd have 
Pit. 
No, No. 


AIR by the whole Houſe, | 
(O let the Dangers of a Son.) 


The Buſineſs now is done, 

You need no longer fear, 
Comply but with the Town, 
And they your Houſe will ſpare, 


ATR, By Mr. Bzazo, 


5 (To figh and complain.) : 
To obey you each, Night” 
Shall be my Delißht, 

My chief Study, my Wiſh and my Plan, 
May Diſcord hence ceaſe, _ 


Huzza. 


May our Merit encteaſe, Nr 
And n ſtrive to 8 all if we can. 
Da Cape. 


CHOR vs r cladiit by the 
«whole Houſe. 
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Da Capo. 
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